out it remains art, and, thanks to its marvellous dialectic, its
denial becomes its authentication and its triumph." That is finely
put. All the same, it cannot be denied that decay sets in for art
when it begins to see through itself. Here, again, Expressionism
reminds us of Romanticism. But Ortega goes further still He
proclaims the principle of the "Dehumanizing of Art." "The
moderns," he says, " have declared every admixture of the hu-
man in art to be tabu. What does this loathing for the human in
art signify? Is it loathing for humanness in general, for reality,
for life? Or can it be precisely the opposite: respect for life, and
reluctance to see it confused with art, with so subaltern a thing
as art? " Again very finely put. But from the " subaltern " stand-
point of the artist it is art's admission of bankruptcy.

And indeed the deeper source of Futurism does seem to have       SwcUe of
lain in the effort to relieve a sort of suicidal instinct, and that in                art

all domains of art. When the atonalists announced that melody
was no longer bound to harmony, and the jazz band introduced
cow-bells, motor-horns, and toy trumpets as musical instru-
ments ; when dancing turned into an idiotic walking; when " ab-
solute plastic" aimed only at the rhythm of an object, and Cub-
ism at purely geometric forms, when " absolute painting " would
tolerate only " subjectless " pictures, and "constructivism"
only engineers' buildings, and when the still life displayed in our
exhibitions came to consist only of wire, wheels, wooden lids,
rags of cloth, and newspaper cuttings (a symbol of the general
"power "-izing of existence), the point was in every case the
same.

We have pointed out on various occasions that painting is
nearly always the earliest as well as the strongest expression of
the feeling of the age. It was the same on this occasion also, and
that is why Expressionism cannot be dismissed in painting as
simply as it can in literature. What it wanted is fairly clear. In
his program-pamphlet Einblick in Kunst Hefwarth Walden says:
" We feel music, but cannot understand it. It moves us, convinces
us, but it expresses nothing, tells us nothing. And painting, too,
can only be realized in this way. We have never heard these tones,
this combination of tones, in the world of facts. Why must we
have seen the combination of colour and form in order to be
moved or convinced? So say the artists who produce expression
instead of impression "; " the artist has to paint a picture and not
a mood; further, the creation of an ox is a matter for oxen and
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